ly, like Pompey and his Sons, in all quarters or the Earth,
may speculate the Universe and enjoy the whole World in
the Hermitage of himself. Thus the old Ascetick Christians
found a Paradise in a Desert, and with little converse on
Earth held a conversation in Heaven; thus they Astrono-
miz'd in Caves, and, though they beheld not the Stars,
had the Glory of Heaven before them.

SIR THOMAS BROWNE

(from Christian Morals)

I am sure there is a common spirit that plays within us,
yet makes no part of us ; and that is, the Spirit of God,
the fire and scintillation of that noble and mighty Essence,
which is the life and radical heat of Spirits, and those
essences that know not the vertue of the Sun; a fire quite
contrary to the fire of Hell. This is that gentle heat that
brooded on the waters, and in six days hatched the World;
this is that irradiation that dispels the mists of Hell, the
clouds of horrour, fear, sorrow, despair, and preserves
the region of the mind in serenity. Whosoever feels not
the warm gale and gentle ventilation of this Spirit, though
I feel his pulse, I dare not say he lives : for truely, with-
out this, there is no heat under the Tropick; nor any
light, though I dwelt in the body of the Sun.

SIR THOMAS BROWNE

(from Religio Medici)

Think of things long past, and long to come: Acquaint
thyself with the choragium of the Stars, and consider the
vast expansion beyond them. Let Intellectual Tubes give
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